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H E French, howe'er mercurial they may ſeem, 

Extingiiiſh half their fire, by critic phlegm : 
While Engliſh writers nature's freedom claim; 

And warm their ſcenes with an ungovern'd flame. 
'Tis ftrange that nature never ſhould inſpire 
A Racine's judgment, with a Shaheſpear's fire! 

Hour er ta- niht (to ron ie much we're lot 
But—you've a chance, to have a taſte of both. 

Frem Engliſb plays, Zara's French author fir'd, 
Confeſs'd his N uſe, beyond herjelf, inſpir'd ; 

From rack'd Ohelld's rage, he rais'd his ſtyle, 

And ſnatch'd the brand, that lights this tragic pile: 
Zara's ſucceſs his utmeſt hopes out flew, 

And a twice twentieth weep.,nn-audience drew. 

As for our Engliſh friend, he leaves to you, 

Whate'er may ſeem to his per ſ:rmance due; 
N views of gain, his hopes or fears engage, 
He gives a child of leiſure to the ſiage: 

Willing to try, if yet, forſaken nature, 
Can charm with any one remember'd feature. 

Thus far, the author ſpeaks—hut now, the player, 
With trembling heart, prefers his humble prayer. 
Te-night, the greateſt venture of my life, 

Ts leſt, ar ſav'd as you recelive—a wife : 

Tf time, yeu think, may ripen her, ta merit, 

With gentle ſmiles, ſupport her wav'ring ſpirit. 

Zara in France, at once, an aftrejs rais'd, 

Warm'd into ſkill, By being kindly prais'd: 

O cau'd ſuch wonders here from favour fla, 

How would our Zara's heart, with tranſport glow! 

& ut ſbe, alas! by juſter fears cpprejs'd, 

Begs but your bare endurance, at the beſt, 

Her unſkilPd tog, woutd fimple nature ſpeak, 

Nor dares her bounds, for falſe applaujes break; 

Amidſt a thouſand faults, her * pretence 

To pleaſe—is unpreſuming innecence, 

When a chaſte heart's diſtreſs your grief demands, 

One filent Tear outweighs a thouſand hands. 

If ſhe conveys the pleuſing paſhins, right, 

Guard and ſupport her, this deciſive niclit: 

If ſhe miflakes—or, finds her jirength tc ſmall, 

Let interpofing pity—breot her fall, 

In you it reis, ta ſave fer or defiroy, | 

e draws tears from vou, | woep——for toy. - 
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The Perſons Repreſented. 


Oſman, Sultan of Jeruſalem. 
Luſignan. Laſ of the Blood of the 
Chriſtian Kings of Jeruſalem. 

Zara, 

Selima, 
lereſtan. 

Nau 8 5 French Officers, 

Oraſmin, Min/er to the Sultan. 

Melidor, an Oficer of the Seraglio, 


Slaves to the Sultan. 
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Tara and Selima. 
Selima. 


I T moves my wonder, young and beauteous Zara, 
W hence theſe new. ſentiments inſpire your heart ! 
Your peace of mind increaſes with your 1 
Tears, now, no longer ſhade your eyes ſoft luftre : 
You meditate, no more, thoſe happy climes, 
To which Nercſtan will return to guide you : 
You talk no more of thit gay nation, now, 
W here men adore their wives, and woman's power 
Draws rev'rence from a poliſh'd people's ſoftneſs; 
Their huſbands' equals, and their lovers' queens! 
Free without ſcandal ; wiſe, without reftraint ; 
Their virtue, due to nature, not to fear! 
Why have you ceas'd to with this happy change ? 
A barr'd ſeraglio !—ſad unfocial life! 
Scorn'd, and a flave! all this has loſt its terror: 
And S ria rivals, now, the banks of Seine! 

Zara. Joys, which we do not know, we do not wiſh; 
My tate's bound in. by Sion's facted wall; 
Clos'd, from my iafancy, within this palace, 
Cuſtom has learnt, from time, the per to pleaſe; 
L. claim no ſhare in the remoter world, 
The Sultan's property, his will my law; 
Unknowing al!, but him, his power, his fame; 
To live his ſub}eR, is my only hope, 
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All, elſe, an empty dream. 

Sel. Have you forgot 
Abſent Nereſtan, theu? whoſe gen'rous friendthy 
So nobly vow'd redemption from your chains! 
How ott have you admir'd his dauntleſs ſoul ! 
Olman, his conqu ror, by his courage charm'd, 
Truſted his t:ith, and, on his word, releas'd him: 
Tho' not r-turn'd in time,—we, yet, expect ham. 
Nor had his noble journey other motive, 

Than to procure our ranſom :—And is this, . 
T his dear, warm hope—become an idle dream ? 

Za. Since after two long years, he not returns, 
"Tis plain, his promiſe ftretch'd beyond his powsr : 
A ftranger, and a flave, unknown like him, 4 
Propoſing much, means little: — talks, and vows, 
Delighted with a proſpeR of eſcape : 
He promis'd to redeem ten chriſtians more, 
And tree us all, from flavery !-—-I own 
1 once admir'd th' unprofitable zeal, 

But, now, it charms no longer.— 

Sel, What if yet, 

He, taithful, ſhou'd return, and hold his yow ! 
Wou'd you not, then 

Za No matter lime is paſt; 
And every thing is chang'd 

Hel. But, whence comes this? 

Za. G0—'twere to much to tell thee Zara's fate; 
The ſultan's ſecrets, all, are ſacred here: 

But my fond heart delights to mix with thine,— 


Some three months patt, when thou, and other flaves, 


Were torc'd to quit tair Jordan's tow'ry bank; 
Hew'n, to cut ſhor: the anguith of my day:, 
Rais'd me to comfort, by a powerful hand : 
This mghty Olmaa ! 

el. Whatof him? 

Zu. This ſultan ! 
Tt is conqu'ror of the chizttans ! Loves 

Hel, Whom? 

Za. Lara! 
Thou bluſheſt, and J gueſs, thy thoughts accuſe me; 
Bur, know me b«tter—'twas unj | ſuſpicion : 
All emperor, as he 1s, I cannut ſtoop 
To honours, that bring ſhame and baleneſs with 'em : 
Reaſon, and pride, tkote props ot modeſty, 
Suſtain my g ded heart, and ſtrengthen virtue; 
Rather than Luk to infamy, let chains 
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Embrace me with a joy ; ſuch love denies: 

No—1 ſhall, now, aftoniſh thee z—his greatneſs 
Submits to own a pure, and honeſt flame; 

Among the ſhining crowds, which live to pleaſe him, 
His whole regard is fix d on me, alone: 

He offers marriage — and its rites, now, wait, 

To crown me empreſs of this eaſtern world. 

Kl. Your virtue, and your charms, deſerve it all: 
My heart is not ſurpriz'd, but ſtruck, to hear it; 

If, to be empreſs, can compleat your happineſs, 
] rank myſelf, with joy, among your flaves: 

Za. Be, ſtill, my equal—and enjoy my bleſſings: 
For, thou partaking, they will bleſs me more. 

Hel. Alas! but heaven! will it permit this marriage? 
Will uot this grandeur, falſely cail'd a bliſs, 

Plant aa and root it, in your heart ? 
Have you forgot, you are of chriſtian blood? 
Za. Ah me! what haſt thou ſaid? why wou'dſt 
thou, thus, 
Recall my wav'ring thoughts ?—How know I, what, 
Or whence I am? heaven kept it, hid, in darkneſs, 
Conceal'd me from myſelf, and from my blood. 

Sel. Nereſtan, who was born a chriſtian, here, 
Aﬀerts, that you, like him, had chriftian parents; 
Befides—that croſs, which, from your infant years, 
Has bzen preſerv'd, was found upon your boſom, 

As if dehgn'd by heaven, a pledge of faith, 
Due to the gol, you purpoſe to forſake ! 

Za. Can my fond heart, on ſuch a feeble proof, 
Embrace a faith, abhor'd by him I love? | 
] ſce, too plainly, cuſtom forms us all; 

Our thoughts, our morals, our moſt hx'd belief, 
Are conſequences of onr place of birth : 

Born beyond Ganges, I had been a pagan, 

In France a chriftian ;—1 am here, a Saracen; 
"Tis but inftruction, ail! our parents' hand 
Writes, on our heart, the firſt, faint characters, 
Which time, re-tracing, deepers into ſtrength, 
That nothing can efface, but dea:h, or heaven! — 
Thou wert not made a pris'ner in this place, 

* Fill after reaſon, borrowing force from years, 
Had lent its Inftre, to enlighten faith :— 

For me, who in my cradle was their ſieve, 

Thy chriſtian docttines were too lately, taught m2 : 
Vet, far from having loſt the rev'rence due, 

T his croſs, as often as it meets my eye, 


Strikes 
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Strikes thro' my heart a kind of awful fear! 

I honour, from my foul, the chriſtian laws, 

Thoſe laws, which, ſoft'ning nature, by humanity, 
Melt nations into brotherhood ;-—no doubt, 
Chriftians are happy; and 'tis juſt to love 'em. 

K. Why have you then declar'd yowſelt their foe? 
Why will you ;oin your hand with this proud Oſman's? 
Who owes his triumph to the chriftians* ruin! 

Za. Ah! who could flight the offer of his heart? 
Nay—for I mean to tell thee all my weakneſs; . 
Perhaps, I had, ere nw, profeſs'd thy faith, 

But Oſinan lov'd me—and I've loſt it all: 

I think on none but Oſman—my pleas'd heart, 

Filhd witfthe blefling, to be lov'd by him, 

Wants room tor other happineſs: place thou, 

Before thy eyes, his merit, and his fame, 

His youth, yet, blooming but in manhood's dawn ! 
How many conquer'd kings have ſwell'd his power! 
Think, too, how lovely bow his brow becomes 
This wreath of early glories !—oh ! my friend! 

I talk not of a ſcepter, which ke gives me: 

Noto be charm'd with that, were thanks, too humble! 
Offenſive tribute, and too poor for love! 

'T was Oſman won my heart, not Oſman's crown: 

J love not, in him, aught, behdes himſelf. 

Thou think'ſ, perhaps, that theſe are ſtarts of paſſion 
But, had the will ot heav'n, leſs bent to bleſs kim, 
Doom'd Oſman to my chains, and me, to £11 

The throne, that Oſman fits on—ruin and wietckedneſs, 
Catch and conſume my withes, but I wou'd— 

To nuſe me, to myſelt, deſcend to him. 

el. Hark! the wiſh'd muſic ſfounds——'Tis he 

he comes | Ex/7 Selima. 

Za. My heart prevented him, and found him near : 
Abſent, two whole long days, the flow-poc'd hour, 
At laft, is come—end gives him to my withes ! 

Enter Oſman, reading a paper, which he re— 

delivers to Oraſmin. 

Of. Wait my return —or, ſh-11'd there be a cauſe, 
That may require my preſernce—do not fear 
Toenter—ever mindful, that my own | Ex/? Oraſmin 
Follows my people's hap,:nefs. At length, 

Cares nave releas d my heart—to love and Zura. 
Ea. 'Twias not in cruel abſence, to deprive me 
Of your imperial image—every where, 

You 
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You reign, triumphant : memory ſupplies 
Keflzxion with your pow: and you, like heaven, 
Are always preſen:—and are always gracious, 

O/. The Sultans, my great anceftors, bequeath'd 
Their empire to me, but their taſte they gave not; 
Their laws, ther lives, their loves, delight not me; 
I know, our prophet imiles on am'rous withes; 
And opens a wide field to vaſt dehre : 

1 know, that, at my wil, I might poſſeſs; 
That, waſting tendern-is, in w1il4 prot::hon, 

] might look down, to my ſurrounded feet, 
And bieſs contending beauties, —i nught ſpeak, 
Serenely flothtul, trom within my palace, 

And bid my ple+ſure be my people's law. 

But, ſweet as ſoftneſs is, its end js cruel ; 

I can look round, and count a hundred kings, 
Unconquer'd, by then:ſelves, an ſlives to others: 
Hence was Jeruſalem to chriitians loſt; 

But, heaven, to blaſt that unbslieving race, 
Taught me, to be a king, by thinking like one, 
Hence from the diftant Euxine to the Nile, 

The trumpet's voice has wak'd the World to war; 
Yet, amidit arms and death, thy power has reach'd me; 
For thou diſd än'ſt, like me, a languid love; 

Glory, and Zara joiu—and charm, together. 

Za. | hear at once with bluſhes, and with joy, 
This paſſion, ſo unlike your country's cuſtoms, 

Of. Faſſion, like mine, iſduins my country's cuſtoms, 
The jealoviy, the faintneſs, the diſtruſt, 

The proud, ſuberior, coldueſs of the caſt: 

1 know to love you, Zari, with eſteem; 

To truſt pour virtue, and to court your foul, - 
Nobly conhding, I unveil my heart, 7 
And date inform you, tht tis all your own: 

My joys muſt, all, be yours—only my cares 

Shall lie, concca'd, wiitkin—and reach nct Zara. 

Za. Oblig'd, by this exceſs ot tenderneſs, 

How low, how wre'ciied, Nas the lot of Zara! 
Too por with aught, but thanks, to pay ſuch bleſſings! 

O/. Not fo—!i love—ind wou'l be lov'd again; 

Let me conteſs it, | poffeſs a lou, 

That what it withes, withes ardently, 

I thou'd believe, you hated, had you power 
io love, with moderation: tis my aim, 

In every thing, to reach lupreme pertcction. 
It, with an equal flame, I 1vach your heart, 
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Marriage attends your ſmile—But know, twill make 
A e wretched, if it makes not Zara happy. 
Za. Ah! fir, if ſuch a heart, as gen'rous Oſman's, 
Can, trom my will, ſubmit to take its bliſs, 
What mortal ever was decreed ſo happy! 
Pardon the pride, with which I own my joy; 
Thus, Wholly, to pcfieſs the man, I love! 
To know, and to conteſs, his will my fate! 
To be the happy work of his dear bands! 
To be—— 


Enter Oraſmin. 


Of. Already interrupted ! what? 
Who *—— \W bence*? 
Ora', This moment, fir, there is arriv'd 
That chriſtian flave, who, licens'd on his faith, 
Went hence, to France and, now return'd, prays 
audience. 
Za. | Ajide.)] O! heaven! 
Of. Admit him— What? - Why comes he not ?— 
Oraſ. He waits without. No chriſt n dares approach 
This place, long ſacred to the ſultan's privacies. 
O/. Go-- bring him with thee--monarchs, like the ſun, 
Shine but in vain, unwarming, it unſeen; 
With forms, and rev'rence, let the great approach us; 
Not the unhappy ;—cvery place, alike, 
Gives the diſtreſsd a privilege to enter,— [Exit Oral, 
I think, with horror, on theſe dreadful maxuns, 


W hich harden kings, inſeuſfibly, to tyrants. 


Re-enter Oraſmin, with Nereſtan. 


Nereſ. Imperial ſultan! honour'd even by foes! 
Sce me, return'd, regardful of my vow, 
And punctual to diſcharge a chriſti n duty: 
I bring the ranſom of the captive, Zara, 
Fir Sclima, the partner ot her fortune, 
And of ten chriſtian captives, pris ners, here. 
You promis'd, ſultan, it I ſhou'd return, 
To grant their rated liberty :—Bebold, 
Jam return'd, and they are yours no more. 
] wou'd Fave ftretch'd my purpoſe, to myleH, 
But fortune has deny'd it ;—my poor all 
Suthc'd, no turther; and a noble poverty. 
Is, now, my whole poſſeſſion: I redeetn 
The promis'd chriſtians; for | taught 'em hope. 
But, tur myſelf, 1 come, agein, your ſlave, 
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To wait the fuller hand of future charity. 
Of. Chriſtian! I muſt confeſs, thy courage charms me; 
But let thy pride be taught, it treads too high, 
When it preſumes to climbabove my mercy, 
Go, ranſomleſs, thyſelt---and carry back 
1 heir unacceptgd ranſoms, join'd with gifts, 
Fit to reward thy purpoſe :—inſead of ten, 
Demand a hundred chriſtians; they are thine : 
Take 'em—and bid 'em teach their haughty country, 
They left ſome virtue, among Saracens.— 
Be Luſignan alone excepted—He 
Who boaſts the blood ot kings, and dares lay claim 
To my ſeruſalem—that clam bis guilt ! 
Such is the law of ſtates; had | been vanquiſh'd, 
Thus had he ſaid of me: I mourn his lot, 
Who muſt, in tetters, loſt to day-light, pine, 
And ſigh away old age, in grief and pain— 
For Zara—but to name her as a captive, 
Were to diſhonour language —ſhe's a prize, 
Above thy purchaſe ;—all the chriftian realms, 
With all their kings to guide em, would unite 
In vain, to force her from me—Go, retire— 
Nereſ. For Zara's ranſom, with her own conſent * 
I had your royal word kor Lufignan— 
Unhappy, poor, old man— 
O/. Was [not heard? 
Have I not told thee, Chriſtian, all my will? 
What, if I prais'd thee !—This preſumptuous virtue, 
Compelling my eſteem, provokes my pride: 
Be gone—and, when to-morrow's ſun ſhall riſe 
On my dominions, be not ftound—1oo near me. 
Exit Nereſtan. 
Za. [Aſide.] Aſſiſt him heaven! 
Of. Zara, retire a moment 
Aſſume, throughout my palace, ſovereign empire, 
W hile I give orders, to prepare the pomp, 
That waits, to crown thee miſtreſs of my throne. 
[Leads her out, an4 returns, 
Oraſmin ! didſt thou mark th' imperious ſlave? 
W hat cou'd he mean ?—he hgh'd—and, as he went, 
Turn'd, and look'd back at Zara !—did'tt thou mark it? 
Oraſ. Alas! my ſovereign maſter | Jet not jealouſy 
Strike high enough, to reach your noble heart. 
Of. Jealouſy, ſaid'ſt thou? I diſdain it No 
Diſtruſt is poor: and a miſplac'd ſuſpicion 
Invites, and juſtifies, the Oy tear d.— 
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Yet, as I love with warmth—ſo, I cou'd hate! 
But Zara is above diſguiſe and art. — 
My love is ſtronger, nobler, than my power. 
T-alous -I was not jeulous! if 1 was, 
I] um not—no—my heart—bur, let us drown 
Remembrance of the word, and of the image; 
My heart is nll'd with a diviner flame. — 
Go—and prepare for the approaching nuptials ; 
Zarato caretul empire joins delight, 
I muſt allot on- hour to thoughts of ſtate, 
Then, all che ſmiling diy is love, and Zara's. 
Exit Oraſmin, 
Monarchs, by forms of pompous miſery, preſs'd, 
In proud, unſocial mitery, unbleſs'd, 
Wou'd, but tor love's fotc influence, curſe their throne, 
And, among crowded millions, live alone, 


End of the Finsr Acr. 
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Nereſtan, Chatillon. 
Chat.) FAtchleſs Nereſtan! generous, and great! 

I You, who have broke the chains of hopeleſs 
You, chriſtian ſaviour ! by a ſaviour ſent! [ {laves ! 
Appear, be known, enjoy your due delight; 

The grateful weepers wait, to claſp your knees, 

They throng, to kiſs the happy hand, that ſav'd em: 

Indulge the kind impatience ot their eyes, 

And at their head, command their hearts, tor ever. 
Nereſ. illuftriousChatillon! this praiſe o'erwhelms me; 

VV hat have I done, beyond a chriſtian's duty? 

Bevond, what you wou'd, in my place, have done? 
Chat. Truc—lt is ev'ry honeſt chriftian's duty; 

Nay, tis the bleſſing of ſuch minds as ours, 

For others good to ſacrifice our o n.— 

Yer, hippy they, to whom heav'n grants the power, 

To cute, like you, that duty's call! 

For us—tke relics of abandon'd war, 

Forgot in France, and, in Jeruſalem, 

Lett, to grow old, in tetters ;—Oſman's father 

Conſign d us to the gluom of a damp dungeon, 

Where, but tor you, we muſt have groan'd out life; 

And native France have bleſs'd our eyes no more. 
Nere/. The will of gracious heaven, that ſoften'd 

Oman, Inſpir'd 
* 
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Inſpir'd me, for your ſakes ; but, with our joy, 
Flows, mix'd, a bitter ſadneſs—i had hop'd, 
To ſave, from their perverſion, a young beauty, 
Who, in her infant innocence, with mie, 
Was. made a flave by cruel Noradin; 
When, ſprinkling Syria, with the biood of chriſt aus, 
Cæſarea's walls ſaw Lufignan, ſurpriz d, 
And the proud creſcent rife, in bloody triumph: 
From this ſeraglio, having, young, t ſcap'd, 
Fate, three years fnce, re:toi'd me to my chains; 
Then, ſent to Paris, on my pligbted faith, 
] flatter'd my ford hope, with vin reſolves, 
To guide the lovely Zara to that court, 
Where Lewis has eſtablifh'd virwue's throne ;— 
But Oſman will detain her—yet, not Oſman; 
Zara, herſelf, forgets ſhe is a chriſtian, 
And loves the tyrant ſultan !—-Let that paſs: 
I mourn a diſappointment, ſtill, more cruel ; 
The prop of all our chriſtian hope is loſt! 
Chat. Diſpoſe me, at your will—l am your own, 
Nereſ. Oh, fir, great Luſignan, fo long their captive, 


That laſt of an heroic race of kings! 


That warrior ! whoſe paſt fame has fill'd the world! 
Oſman refuſes, to my hg\s, tor ever! 

Chat. Nay, then, we have been all redeem'd in vain; 
Periſh, tha! ſoldier, who wou'd quit his chains, 
And leave his noble chief, behind, in tetters. 
Alas! you know him not, as I have known him; 
Thank heav'n, that plac'd your birth ſo far removed. 
I rom thoſe deteſted days of blood, and woe ; 
But I, leſs happy, was condemn'd to fee 
Thy walls, Jeruſalem, beat down—and all 
Our pious tathers' labours loſt, in rains! 
Heav'n ! had you ſeen the very temple rifled ! 
The ſacred ſepulchre, itſelf, protan d! 
Fathers with children, mingled, flame together! 
And our laſt king, oppteſs d with age and arms, 
Murder'd—and bleed:agz, o'er his nuirder'd fons ! 
Then, Luignan, ſole remnant of his race, 
Rallying our fated few, amidſt the fames, 
Fea: ſeſs, beneath the cruſh of falling towers, 
The conqu!'rors and the conquer's, proans and death ! 
Dreadful—and, waving in his bind his ſword, 
Red with the blood of inj.els--cry' out, 
This way, ye faithful chiifians, en ine — 
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Ne, ef. How full of glory was that brave retreat! 
Chat. Twas heav'n, no doubt, that fav'd, and led 
him on; 
Pointed his path; and march'd our guardian guide: 
We reach'd Czeſfirea—there, the genere] voice 
Choſe Lufignan, thencetorth, to give us laws; 
Alus! 'twas vain—Czſarea cou'd not ſtand, 
hen Sion's ſeit was tallen we were bet tray dz 
And Luſignan condemn'd, to length of lite 
In chains, in damps, and darkneſs, and deſpair : 
Yet, gre, amidſt his miteries, he look d, 
As it he could not feel his tate, himſelf, 
* 24S it reach'd his tollowers. — And ſhall we, 
10 1 2 ir gen rous leader ſuffer'd this, 
Br, viel y, ſate * and dare be bleſs'd without him? 

Nere!. Oh! I ſhou'd hate the liberty he ſhar'd not; 
] knew, too well, the miſeries you d. feribe. 

For | was born amid em Chains, and death, 
Cælatea loft, and Saracens triumphan- „ 

Were the fir objects which my eyes e'er look'd on, 
Hurried, an infant, among o her infants, 
Snatch'd from the boſoms of their bleeding mothers, 
A. temple ſav'd us, till the ſlaughter ceas'd; 

Then were we ſent to this ill-fated city, 

Eere, in the palace of our former kings, 

10 len trom Saracens, their hated faith, 

And be completely wretched. —Zata, too, 

Shar'd this captivity; we, both, grew up, 

Lo near each other, that a tender friendſhip 
Þ11d2ar'd her to my wiſhes: My fond heart— 
Pardon its weakneſs! bleeds, to fee her loſt, 

Aru, tor a'barb'rous tyrant, quit her God! 

Chat. Such is the Saracens', too fata], policy! 
WW: uchtul ſeducers, ſtill, of infant weekaek: 
Happy, that you, ſo young, eſcap'd their hands! 

ut, let us think — May not this Zara's int'reſt, 
| oving the Sultan, and by him belov'd, 
For Lubgnan procure lome ſofter ſentence? 
The wit-, aud juſt, with innocence, may draw 
Their own advantage, from the guilt of others. 


N. "ref. How ſhall 1 gain a- Amiſhon to her preſence? 7 
Oſman has baniſh'd me—but that's a teifle; 


Will the ſeraglio's portals open to me? 

Or, coud 1 ind that, eaſy, to my hopes, 
Vat profpect of 1 trom an apoſtate? 
On Wwom 1 cannot look, without diſdain; 


And 
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And who will read her Thame upon my brow ? 
The hardeſt trial of a gen'rous mind 
Js, to court favours, from a Fant ir ſcorns. 
Chat. Think, it is Luſignan we ſeek to ſerve: 
Nere/. W e1]--ic ſhall be attemp: ed--Hari |! who's this? 
Are my eyes talſe? or, is it, realy, ſhe ? 


Ek nt er Lara. 


Za. Start nt, my worthy friend! I come to ſceł 
vou: 
The Sultan has permitted it; ſear natbing:— 


But, to confirm my bear, vi hich trembies, near vou, 


Soften that angry air, ner look reproach; 

Why ſhould we tear each other, both, nakaking ? 

Aſﬀociates, fiom our birth, one priſon hel tus, 

One t: iend{hip t: ugbt atiiiftion, to be eiln; 

Till heav' n thou 14 ut ht to twour your 1 ade, 

And call you to the fc ids ot tappicr }rance; 

T hence, once ag un. it was my lot to hut you, 

A pris' ner here: Where, } id, aTongh a rend 

Ot undiſtinguiſh'd lives, With les reſttallit, 

I ſhar'd your frequent converſe :-— 

Ic pleas d y'our . iy, ſhall Lay cent friend? 

Or, rather, ſhall | call it generous charity? 

To form that noble purpole, to icaeem 

Diftreſstul 7 Zara — yon procure my tanſom, 

And, with a gre neſs that out oda crow n, 

Return d, yourſrit a Have, to gie. m. free don! 

But heaven has cit our tuts, for different clin S; 

Here, in Jeralalem, IH for eve! 

Vet, among all the ſhine, ihat nwarks my fortune, 

I ſhall, with frequent tears, remeber yours : 

Your goodneſs will, for ever, ſooth my heart, 

And keep four image, fill, adweller, there 

Warm'd, by your great ex mpl-, tv ruf 

That faith, that lifts r nme) fh Ig 

III be a mother to diſtrcioful chriliians, 

Nereſ. How !—You protect the Chriſtians! you 
who can 

Abjure their ſaving truth —and, cold! ly, ſee 

Great Lufignan, their chi-t, ts flow, in chains? 
Za. To bring him ticedom, You tek, vid me kere, 

You will, this moment, meet Eis eyes, in joy. 
Chat. Shall K then; lire, to bleſs th at Eeppy hour? 

Ner-. Can chriſtian: owe ſo de rs git tara 7 
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/ 0. Hopeleſs, I gather'd covrage, to intreat 
Lhe Sultan, for his tberty=—amaz'd, 9 
So 1001, to gun the happineſs, I with'd! 
dee! where they luing the good, old chief, grown dim 
With ape, by pin. and ſorrows, haſten'd on! 
Chat. How is my beart d.folv'd, with ſudden joy! 
Za. | long to view his venerable face, 
But trars, I know not why, eclipſe my ſight! 
] tecl. methinks, redoubled pity tor him; 
But 1, alas! myſelf, have been a flave: 
And, when we pity woes, which we have felt, 
Ii but a partial virtue | 7 
Nere/, Amazernent!Whkence this greatneſs, in an; 
inde] |! 


Nin Lufignan, I-14 in fy two cuards. 
gnan, ' L 


Lufſic. Where am I! what forgiving angel's voice 

c, me, to reviti long-loſt day? 
em I with chriftians : — lam weak—torgive me, 
And guide my trembling Reps, —I'm full of years, 
Yet, miſcry has worn me, more than age. 

{ Y-ating himpelf,) Am 1, in truth, at liberty? 

(ut. You are; 

And every chriſtian's gef takes end, with yours, 

Lujig. O, light —0! cearer, tar, than 1 ht! that 

v« Ice: | 
Chatillon! is it you? — my fellow martyr ! 
And, Mall! our wretchednels, indeed, Have end? 
In what place are we now {----n'y teeble eyes, 
Diſus'd to daylight, long, wr vain, to find you, 

Chat. This was the pala c of your royal tathers,. 
Tis, now, the fon of Nuragin's ieragho, 

Za. Tre mater of this place—the mighty Oſman! 
Diſtinguiſkes, and loves to 6 erifh virtue; 

This gen'rous French mint, yet, a ftranger to you, 
Drawn from his native {i}, tion pt ace, and ret, 
Brought the vow'd rams of ten chritian faves, 
Mi nfelt, contented. to remain a- captive : 

But Oſman, charm'd by grewtnefs, like his. ov ng 
To equal. v. hat te loi'e, his givin tim you, 

Luſi. So, ger rows range ii lpires her ſocial ſons! 
They have been, ever, dear, and uſeful to me! 
Wou'd j were nearer to ki— Noble fir! 

Nereſtan approoches. 

How have I merive!, that you, tor me, 
hau d pals ſuch dan ſens, to bring me bleflings, 
| And 
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Aud hazard your own ſafety, for my (ike ? 

Nerej. My name, tir, is Nereſtan---Lorn, in Syria, 
] wore the chains of flavery, from my biith ; 

Till, . quitting the proud creſcent, tor the court, 

Where warbke Lewis reigns, benes.h bis eye, 

I learnt the trade of arms :---tke r.nk I hold, 

Was but the kind diſtin&tion which be gave me, 

To tempt my covrage, to d-ſerve regard. 

Your fight, unhappy prince, Nod charm bis eye; 

That beit, and greateſt monarch, will bek. Id, 

With griet, and joy, thoſe venerable wounds, 

And print embraces, where your tett-rs bound you: 

All Paris will revere the croſs's martyr; 

Paris, the retuge, fill, of rein'd kings! 

Lufig. Alas! in times, Ing paſt, I've ſeen its glory : 
When Philip, the viftorious, liv'd- -I fought, : 
Abreaſt, with Montmorency, and M- lun, 

D'kftaing, De Neile, and the far famous Courcy Cewnes 

Names, & hich were, then, the praiſe, an! dread, uf War 

But, what have 1 to do, at Paris, now ? 

I ſtand upon the brink of the cold grave; 

That way, my journey lies—:o fin, | hope, 

The king of kings, and nove remembrance, there; 

Of all my wees, long-ſutter'd, tor his fake.---- 

Nou, gen'rous witnelles of my laſt hour, 

While 1 yet live, ahi my humble prayers, 

And join the reſignation of my ſl. 

Nereſtin! Chatillon! and you --tur mourner ! 

\W hoſe tears do honour to an old man's forrows ! 

Pity a father, the unbappieſt, ſure, 

That ever felt the hand ot angry heav n.; 

My eyes, tho' dying, ſtill, can fiſh tears: 

Halt my long lite they flo d, and, ft., wil: flow! 

A daughter, and three fons, my heart's proud hopes, 

Were, all, torn {rom me, in their tend reſt years; 

My triend Chatillon knows, aud can remember 
(!hat. Wou'd | were able, to forget y ur wee. : 
Luis. Thou wert a pris'nzr, with me, un Cæſarea, 

And, there, bzheld't my wife, and two dear ſons, 

Periſh, in flames—they dd not need ihe grave, * 

Their foes wou'd have d ny'd en IU beheld it: 

Hutband! and father! helpleſs, I b-held it! 


Deny'd the mournful privilege to die! 
N 


It ye are ſünts in heaven, as, lure, ye are! 
Look, with an eye ot pu, on that brother, 0 
1 hat fiſtcr, whom you lett !---It 1 have, yet,. 8 


| 
| 
| 
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Or ſon, or dangi:;er :-- for, in early chains, 
Far trom their loft, and unafliſt: ing father, 
] heard, tha: they were ſent, with numbers more, 
To this i-rapiio ; hence to be diſpers'd, 
In names remnants, o'er the eaſt, and ſpread 
Our c it. an miſcries, round a faithleſs world. 
eil. Owas! t. in the horrors of that day, 
I ſnateh d yur ink. int daughter from her cradle; 
But, finding ev'ry Rope ot fight was vain, 
Scarce hid 1 ſprinklez, from a public fountain, 
Thoſe ſaered drops, which waſh the ſul from fin ; 
When, trom my bleeding arms, fierce Saracens 
torcd the loſt innocent, who, ſmiling, lay, 
Anipointed, playtul, at the e atthy ſpoilers! 
With h-r, your youngeſt, then, your only ſon, 
W houſe little * e final re ach 'd the fourth, ſad year, 
And, juſt. giv'n ſ-nfe, to feel his own n:sfortunes, 
Was vr | rd to this city. 
N I, too, hither, 
Juſt, at th u fatal a ge, from loft C ſarea, 
Cune, 10 that crowd of unziſtinguith d chriftians,---- 


Lie Youf--Came you thence ?--- Alas! who knows. 


but 5 
Might, he retofore, have ſecn my two, poor children? 
LL, wp.) Ha! madam! that {mall ornament you 
wear, 
Its form « ffrang r to this Ountry's faſliion, 


How long his it been vour's? 


7. 1. From my fiſt birth, fir 
Ah! what y ou ſeem ſurpriz'd !----W hy ſhould this 
2 e your 
Luft, Would you conhi- it to my tremb ling hands? 
7a. Fo 8 et. new wonder am I now reſetv d? 
Oh! fir, whit mean vou? 
Ly. Provid-nuve ! and heaven! 
O, failing cyes! deceive you not my hope | ? 
Can this be polite f Ves, yes-— tis ſhe 
This little croſs -I know it, by ſure marks; 
Oh! take me new n! while 1 can dye with joy- - 
Za. O! do not, fir, diſt! & me ite thoughts, 
And hopes, and fears, o'erwhelm me 
Lig. Tell me, yet, 
H. it remain d, for ever, in your hands? 
W hat! Seth brought captives, from Caiarea hither? 
Bot! n, bot h- 
Nere,. O!, heaven! have 1 then found a ſather ? 


Luſfig.. 
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Lyujio. Their voice! their looks 
The living images of their dear mother ! 
O, thou! who, thus, canſt bleſs my lite's laſt ſand! 
Strengthen my heart, too feeble for this joy. 
Madam! Nerxeſtan !---Help me, Chatillon! {| R#/ing. 
Nereftan ! it thou ought'ſt to own that name, 
Shines there upon thy breaſt, a noble ſcar, 
Which, ere Cæſarea fell, from a fierce hand, 
Surpriſing us, by night, my child receiv'd ? 
Nereſ. Bleſs'd hand!- --I bear it, fir----the mark is 
there! 
Lufig. Mercitul heaven! 
Nere/. | Kneeling.) O, fir !---O, Zara, kneel.--- 
Za. | Kneeling.) My father !---Oh !--- 
Luſig. O, my loſt children! 
Both. Oh! [ing you, 
Luſig. My ſon! my daughter! loſt, in embrac- 
I wou'd now die, leſt this ſhou'd prove a dream. 
Chat. How touch'd is my glad heart, to ſee their joy! 
Lufis. Again, I find you---dear, in wretchedneſs: 
O, my brave ſon---and, thou, my nameleſs daughter! 
Now, diilipite all doubt, remove all dread: 
His heaven, that gives me back my children--giv'n lem, 
Such as I loſt 'em ?---Come they, chriſtians, to me ?--- 
One weeps- and one declines a conſcious eye! 
Your flence ſpeaks---too well I underſtand it. 
Za. I cannot, fir, deceive you---Oſman's laws 
Were mine---and Oſman is not chriſtian. --- 
I. Hu. Oh! my miſguided child! at that ſad word, 
The littze life, yet mine, had left me, quite, 
But that my death might fix thee, loft, for ever, 
Full hxty years, I fought the chriſtians' cauſe, 
Saw their doom'd temple fall, their power deftroy'd: 
Twenty, a captive, in a duageon's depth, 
Vet, never, for myſelf, my tears ſought heaven; 
All for my children roſe my fruitleſs prayers : 
Yet, what avails a fathet's wretched joy ? 
] have a daughter gain'd, and heav'n an enemy. 
But, tis my guilt, not her's---thy father's p1ifon 
Depriv'd thee of thy t:itn- -yet, do not Joſe it: 
Reclaim thy birthright-- think up em the blood 
Ot twenty chriſtian kings, that fills thy veins; 
is heroes” blood---the bluod of aints, and martyrs ! 
W hat wou'd thy mother feel, to ſee thee, thus? 
She, an1 thy murder'd brothers !--think, they call thee; 
Think, that thou ſee'ſt 'em, ſtretch their bloody 2 
n 
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And weep, to win thee, from their mard'rers' boſom. 
Ev'n, in the place, where thou betray'ſt thy God, 
He dy'd, my child, to fave thee Turn thy eyesg 
And ſee; for thou art near, his ſacred ſepulchre; 
Thou can't not move a ſtep but where he trod! 
Thou trembleſt---Oh ! admit me to thy ſoul ; 
Kill not thy aged, thy afflicted father; 
Take not, thus foon, again, the lite tho gav't him; 
Shame not thy mother---nor betray thy God.--- 
Lis paſt---Repentince dens, in thy . evesz 
] fee bright truth, deſcending to thy heart, 
And now, my long-loſt child, is tound, for ever, 
N-reſ. O! doubly bieſs d! a ſiſter, and a ſoul, 
To be releem'd, together! 
Za. O!] my father! 
Dear author of my life! inform me, teach me, 
What thou'd my duty do ? 
Lujig. By one ſhort word, f | 
To dry up all my tears, and make life welcome, 
Say, thou art chriſtian— 
Zu. Sir—l am « chriſtian, [for it. 
Lujig. Receive her gracious heaven! and bleſs her, 


Enter Oraſmin. 
Oraſ. Madam, the Sultan order'd me, to tell you, 
That he expects, you, inſtant, quit this place, 
And bid your latt farewell, to theſe vile chriftians : 
You, captive Freachmen, tallow me —lor you, 
It is my taſk to anſwer. — 
Chat. Still, new miſerits! 
How cautious man ſhou'd ba, to ſay, I'm happy! 
Lufir. Theſe are the times, when men of virtue prove, 
That "tis the mind, not blood, infures their firmneſs. 
Za. Alas! Sir Oh! 
Lujia. O, vou dare nt name vou: 
Farewell but, come what may, be ſure, remember, 
You kerp the tat} ſecret !-—for the reſt, 
Leave all to heaven,---be faithful, and be bleſt. 


Fnd of the Second AcT, 
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2 Q RASMIN! this alarm was falſe, and gronndleſs ; 
" Lewis, no] ng-r, turns his arms, on me: 


The 
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The French, grown weary, by a length of woes, 


Wiſh not, at once, to quit their fruttul plains, 
And tamith, on Arabia's delart ſands. 
Their thips, tis true, have ſpread the Syrian ſeas; 
And Lewis hovering, o'er the coaſt ot Cyprus, 
Alarms the tears of Aſha; - -But, i've learnt, 
That, ficering wide, trum vur unmenac'd ports, 
He points his thunder, at the Ey ypiimn thore. 
T here, let him war, and waſte my en. mies; 
Their mutual conflict will but ba my throne, --- 
Relcaſe thole chrittians---I reftore their treedom ; 
will pleaſe their maſter, nor can wenken me: 
Tranſport em, at my colt, to tind their hing: 
I with, to bave him know me: carry thicher 
This Luſignan, whom, tell him, I retto: e, 
Becauſe I Canno! tear his tame in Ans; 
But love him, tor his virtue, and his blood, 
Tell him, my father having conquer'd, twice, 
Condemn'd him to perp: tual chains; but I 
Hive ſet him free, that I might triumph more, 
Oraſ. The chriſtians gain an army, in his name, 
Of. I cannot tear a found,--- 
Oraſ. But, Sir,---thou'd Lewis------ 
Of. Tell Lewis, and the world---it ſhall be fa: 
Zara propos'd it, and my heart avproves: 
Thy ſtateſman's reaſon is too dull, tor love! 
Why wilt thou force me, to conteſs it all? 
Tho' I, to Lewis, ſend back Luſignan, 
I give him but to Zara---I have griev'd her 
And ow'd her the attonement of this joy. 
Thy falſe advices, which, but now, miſled 
My anger, to confine thoſe helplſs chriſtians, 
Gave her a pain, I tee}, tor her and me: 
But I talk on, and waſte the ſmiling moments. 
For one long hour, | yet, deter my nuptials 
Bur 'tis not loſt, that hour! 'twill all be her's ! 
She wou'd employ it, in a conterrence, 
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With that Nereſtan, whom thou know'ſt--that chriſtian } 


Oroſ. And have you, fir, indulg'd that ſtrange defire ? 


C. What mean'ſt thou? they were infant flaves 


together ; 


Friends ſhould part, kind, ho ate to meet no more; 


When Zara aſks, I will retuſe her nothing. 
Reſtraint was never made tor thoſe, we love; 
Down with theſe rigours, ot the proud ſeraglio; 
I hate its laws - Where blind auſterity 


Sinks 
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Sinks virtue, to neceſſity,---My blood 

Diſclaims your Afan jealouſy; ---I hold 

The herce, free, plainneſs, ot my Scythian anceſtors, 

Their open conkdence, their honeſt hate, 

Their love, unfearing, and their anger, told. 

Go---the good chriſtian waits---condu&t him to her; 

Zara expects chee- What the wills, obey. | Exit Oſman. 
Ora). Ho! chriſtian ! enter--wait, a moment, here; 


Enter Nereſtan. 


Zara will ſoon approach---I go, to find her. 
Exit Oraſinin. 
Nereſ. In whit a ſtate, in what a place, I leave her! 
O faith! O, father! O! my poor, loſt filter! 
She's here l- 
| Enter Zia. 


Thank heaven, it is not, then, unlawful, 
To ſce you, yet, once more, my lovely fiſter | 
Not all ſo happy !---We, who met, but now, 
Shall never meet again-- tor Luhgnan--- 
We ſhall be orphans, ſtill, and want a father. 

Za. Forbid it, heaven! 

Nereſ. His luſt, ſad hour's at hand. 
That flow of joy, which follow'd our diſcovery, 
Too ſtrong, and ſudden, for his age's weakneſs, 
Waſting his ſpirits, dry'd the ſource of lite, 
And nature yields him up, to time's demand : 
Shall he net die, in peace ?---Qh ! let no doubt 
Diſturb his partiug moments, with diſtruſt ; 
Let me, when I return, to cloſe his eyes, 
Compoſe his mind's impatience, too, and tell him, 
You are confirm'd a chrittian,------ 

Za. Oh! may his ſoul enjoy, in earth, and heaven, 
Eternal reſt | nor let one . one ſigh, 
One bold complaint, of mine, recall bis cares! 
But, you have injur'd me, who, ſtill, can doubt.--- 
What! am I not your fiſter? and ſhall you 
Refuſe me credit? you ſppole me Jight ? 
You, who ſhould judge my honour, by your own! 
Shall you diſtruſt a truth, 1 dar'd avow, 
And ſtamp apoſtate, on a fiſter's heart! 

Nereſ. Ah! do not miſconceive me! --if I err'd, 
Affection, not diſtruſt, miſled my fear ; 
Your will may be a chriſtian, yet, not you; 
There is a ſacred mark---a ſign, of faith, 
A pledge, ot promiſe, that muſt firm your claim; 

Waſh 
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Waſh you from gui.t, and open heaven be{ore you. 

Swear, ſwear, by all the woes, we all have borne, 

By a:l the martyr d ſaints, who call Wu daughter; 

That you conſent, this day, to ſeal our faith, 

By that myſterious rite, which waits your cl. 
Za. | iwear, by heaven, and all its holy hoſt, 

Its ſaints, its martyrs, its atteſting angels, 

And the dread preſence of its living author, 

To have no taith, but yours;—to die a chriſtian ! 

Now, tel] me, what this * yſtic faith requires ? 
Nerf. To hate the happiness of Olinan's throne, 

And love that god, who, thro' bis mize of woes, 

Has brought us all, unhopiag, thus, together; 

For me—1 am a ſoldier, uninſtructed, 

Nor daring to inftrut, tho” firong in faith: 

But I will bring th' ambattidor of heaven, 

To clear your views, and litt you to your god : 

Be it your taſk, to gain dmitton for him.— 

But where? from whom —0Oh! thou immortal power! 

W hence can we hope it, in this curs'd feraglio ? 

W ho is this flave of Otnan?—yes, this ſlave! 

Does ſhe not boaſt the bloed of twenty kings? 

Is not her race the ſame with that of Lewis? 

Is ſhe not Luſignau's unhappy daughter? 

A chriſtian? and my ſiſter /—yet, a ſlave! 

A willing flave !—l dare not ſpeak, more plainly. 
Za. Cruel! go ou—Alas! you know not me! 

At once, a ſtranger, to my ſecret fate, 

My pains, my tears, my wiſhes, and my power: 

I am—1 will be, chriftian—will receive 

This holy prieſt, with his myſterious blefling ; 

I wili not do, nor ſuffer, aught, unworthy 

Myſe!f, my tather, or my tatFer's race.— 

But, tell me—nor be tender, on this point; 

What puniſhment your chriſtian laws decree, 

For an unhappy wretch, who, to herſelf, 

Unknown, and, all abandon'd by the world, 

Loft, and enſlav'd, has, in her ſov'reing maſter, 

Found a protector, gener..us, as great, 

Has touch'd his heart, and given him, all her own? 
Nere/ſ. The puniſhment ot ſuch a flave, ſhou'd be 

Death, in this world—ind pain, in that to come, 
Za. | am that ſlave—ſtrike bere—and ſive my ſhame. 
Nereſ. Deſtruction to my hopes!—Can it be you? 
Za, It is—agor'd OO I adore him: 
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Ibis hour, the nuptial rites will make vs, one. 
Nere}. What! marry Oſman 7—Let the Wer grow 
dark, 
That the extinguiſh d ſun may hide thy ſhame ! 
Cou'd it be thus, it were no cines to kill thee. 
Za. Strike, Aike love hih—yes, by heav'n! I 
love him. 
Nereſ. D-ath is thy u but not thy due from me: 
Vet, were the honor of our houſe no bar 
My tather's tame, and the too gentle Lows 
Ot that religion, which thou hatt diſgrac'd— 
Did not the Ged, thou qui, hold Lack my arm, 
Not there—-l cou'd not ti re ;—-but, by my ſoul, 
| wou'd ruſh, deſp'rate, to the Sv lan s breaſt, 6 
And plunge my ſword in hisyrous heart who damns thee. 
Q! ſthime! ſhame! thame! at ſuch a time, as this! 
When Lewis, that awak'ner of the world, 
Beneath the lifred croſs, makes Epypt pale, 
And draus the ſword ot heaven, to tpread our faith! 
Now, to {ubmit to ſee my lter, doom'd 
A boſom flave, to him, whoſe tyrant heart 
E it meaſures glory, by the chriſtian's woe 
Yes—1 will dare acquaint our father with it; 
Departing Luſignan may live ſo long, 
As juſt, to hear thy ſhame, and die, to ſcape it. 
Ju. Stay—my too angry brother—ſtay—perhaps, 
Juri has reſolution, great as thine : 
"Tis cruel—and unkind Thy words are crimes 
My weakneſs but misfortune! Doſt thou ſuffer ? 
I ſuffer more ;—Oh ' wou'd to keaven, this blood 
Ot twenty boaſted kings, would ſtop, at once, 
And fiipnate in my heart It, then, no more 
Would ruth, in botling tevers, thro' my veins, 
And ev'ry rembling drop be fill d with Oſman. 
How has he lov'd me! how has he oblig'd me! 
] owe thee to him! what has he not done, 
To juftiiy his boundleſs pow'r of charming! 
For me, he fottens the ſevere decrees 
Of his own taith;—andis it juſt that mine 
Should bid me hate him, but becauſe he loves me? 
No—l w:ll be a chrifuan—but preſerve 
My gratitude as facred as my taith: 
Tt 1 have death to tear, for Oſman's lake, 
It muſt be trom his oe lueſs, not bis love. 
Nereſ. I miſt, ut once, condemn and pity thee! 
] can- 
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I cannot point thee out, which way to po, 
But providence will lend is light to guide thee. 
That ſacred rite, Wich thou ſhalt, now, receive, 
Will ſtrengthen and ſupport thy teeble heart, 
To live, an innocem; oc die, a martyr. 
Here, then, begin performance of thy vow 3 
Here, in the trembling horrors of thy ſou!, 
Promiſe thy king, thy father, and thy god, 
Not to accomplith theſe d-refted nuptials, 
Till, frſt, the rev're nd piieft has clear'd your eyes, 
Taught you to know, and giv'n you claim to heav'n. 
Promiſe me this— 
Za. So bleſs me, heaven! I lo.— 
Go— haſten the good prieft, I will exp- him: 
But, firſt, return—chear my expiring lather, 
Tell him, I am, and will be, all he wiſhes me: 
Tell him, to give him lite, 'twere joy to die. 
Nereſ. 1 go—farewell--farewel}, unhappy fiſter ! 
Exit Nereſtan. 
Za. I am alone—and, now, be juſt, my heart! 
And tell me, wilt thou dare beiray thy God! 
What am 1? what am 1 about to be? 
Daughter of Luſfiggan ?—or wife to Oſman ? 
Am | a lover, moſt? or, moſt, a chriſtian? 
Wou'd Sclima were come! and, yer, 'tis juſt, 
All friends ſhou'd fly her, who torſakes herſelf : 
What ſhall Ido? - What heart has ſtrength to bear 
Theſe double weights of duty ?—help me, heaven! 
To thy hard laws I render up my ſoul : 
But, oh! demand it back —for, now, tis Oſman's.— 


Enter Oſcian. 


O/. Shine out, appear, be found, wy lovely Zana 
Impetient eyes attend—the rites expect thee ; 
And my devoted heart, no longer, brooks 
This diſtance from its ſoft'ner all the lamps 
Of nuptial love are lighted, and burn pure, 
As if they drew their brightneſs from thy bluſhes; 
The holy moſque is fill'd with fragrant tumes, 
Which emulate the ſweetneſs of thy breathing : 
My proſtrate people, all, confirm my choice, 
And ſend their ſouls to heaven, in prayer, for blefings. 
Thy envious rivals, conſcious of thy right, 


Approve ſuperior charms, and join to praiſe thee ; 


The throne, that waits thee, ſeems to ſhine more 
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As al its ems, with animated luſtre, 
Fear d to look aim, beneath the eyes of Zara! 
Codes: my flow love! the ceremonies wait thee; 
Come, and beyin, from this dear hour, my tri mh. 
Zu. Oh! what a wretch am Ty C, grief! Oh! 
love! 
, Come come 
Zin. Where ſhall 1 hide my bluſhes ? 
OV. Eluſhes here, in my boſom hide 'em.— 
£4 Ny Lord! 
C.. IN ay , Zara—2zive me thy hand, and come — 
i. lunruct me, heaven! 


M : ound tive-Alas! F cannct ſpeak. 
J fonaygethis — ſweet, reluctant, trifing 
But doubles inv dere \ and thy own beautics! 


7 Anh, me! 
Nay but thou ſhould'ſt not be too oruel— 
75 | can, no longer, bear it Oh! my lord 
. Ra'—what bene e —hOoW?— 

25 my lord! my ſov'reign! 
Heaven kuss this marriage wou'd have been a bliſs, 
Aloe my humble h nopes! 5 —yet, witneſs love ! 
Not from ＋ * grandeur of your throne, that bliſs, 
Mut, from thr pri: le of calling Ol man, mine. 
W ou , you had been om emperor and I, 
Fete ot power, and charms, deſerving you ! 
That light „ Ahi's thrones, 1 might, alone, 
Have leit a protfer'd world, to follow you, 
Throuy ! debris 8, unin habited by men, 
And Urted, with ample room, for peace, and love 
Burt, as it is—theſe chriſtian 

„. 45 tin What! 
Huw rt O NNUpes 1110 thy thoughts, 
80 70 nt—as the C uri ſtlans, and my love 

Za. That good, old chriſtian, rev'rend Lufignan, 
dying, ends his lite, and woes, together! 

Of. Well! Jet him die What hasthy heart to feel, 
Thus preſling, and thus tender, from the death 
(tan eld. wretehed chriftiant=—T tink our prophet, 
Thou art no chriſtian !—-cqucated, here, 
Thy h-ppy youth was taught our Letter faith: 
SWe-t, as thy pity thines, tis, now, mil-tim'd ; 
What! tho an ge el fuft'rer dies, unhap py, 
Why ud his foreign tate diſtutb on joys? 

23. Sir, it you love me, and wou'd have me think, 
That I am trucly dear. 


Of. 
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Of. Heaven! if I love 

Ja. Permit me — 

Of. What? 

Za. To defire— 

Of. Speak out— 

Za. The nuptial rites 
May be deferr'd, till 

O/. W hat ?—ls that the voice 
Ot Zara? 
7. Oh! I cannot bear his frown | 

O/. Ot Zara! 

Za. It is dreadful to my heart, 
To give you but a ſeeming cauſe, for anger; 
Pardon my griet—Alas! 1 cannot bear it; 
There is a painful terror in your eye, 
That pierces to my ſoul—hid, from your ſight, 
I go, to make a moment's truce, with tears, 
And gather force, to ſpeak of my deſpair. 

Exit difordere!, 

O/ſ. I ſtand immoveable, like ſenſeleſs marble ! 
Horror had frozen my ſuſpended tongue : 
And an aſtoniſh'd filence robb'd my will 
Of power, to tell her, that the ſhock'd my ſoul ! 
Spoke ſhe to me ?—ſure, I miſunderſtood her 
Cou'd it be me, ſhe left? —W hat have I ſeen! 


Enter Oraſmin. 


Oraſmin! What a change is here !---She's gone, 
And I permitted it, I know not how! 

Oraſ. Perhaps, you but accuſe the charming fault 
Ot innocence, too modeſt, oft, in love. 

Of. But why, and whence, thoſe tears ?----- thoſe 

looks! that flight! 

That grief! ſo ſtrongly ſtamp'd on every feature! 
If it has been that Frenchman !--- What a thought! 
How low, how horrid, a ſuſpicion, that! 
The dreadtul flaſh, at once, gives light, and kills me; 
My too bold confidence, repell'd my caution ; 
An infidel !—a flave !-----a heart, like mine, 
Reduc'd, to ſuffer, from ſo vile a rival! 
But, tell me, did'ſt thou mark em, at their parting ? 
Did'ſ thou obſerve the language of their eyes? 
Hide nothing from me- Is my love betray'd ? 
Tell me my whole diſgrace : nay, it thou trembleRt, 
I bear thy pity ſpeak, though thou art filent. 

Oraſ. I tremble at 3 pangs, I fee you ſuffer ; 
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Let not your angry ap: rehenfion urge 

Your fai ktul Cave, to irritate your angwt%h ; 
I ad, tis true, obſerve ſome parting tears; 
Bur, there are tears, of charity, and grief: 

J cannot think, there was a caſe, deſerving 
This agony of patſion ----- 

O. WI „. n0—1 thank thee----- 
Oriſmin, thon art wite ! It cou'd not be, 
Fhat { ſhowu'd ſtand expos'd to ſuch an inſult : 
Thou know'ſt, had Zara ingunt m- the offence, 
She wants not wiſdom, to have bi4ir, better; 


25 


ow rightly did'ſt thou jodge -Zura ſhall know it: : 
Aunt think thy hone > ſerv; ene Atter all, 4 
Might fhe not hove FO cauſe for tears, which I 
Claim no concern in but the grief it ren ner? 

What an unjitely frar— front © poor fave ! 
Vho goes, tw-morrow, gad, no doubt, who wiſhes, ] 


Ny. who refoives to {cr theſe Climes no more! 
Oraſ. Why did you, fir, againſt our country's cuf- 


tom, 
Indulge him, wrk a ſecond leave to come? | 
He iaid, he derb return, once mute, to ſee her. 
Of, Return! the traitor he return!---Dares he 


Prei me. to res 7 Tce interview? 
9 1 


Voeu'd he be een te ſhall be ſeen; 

But dd. — II punt h the audacious ſiave, 

To teach the faichleſs fal, to frel my a; cer: : 

Be ſtill, my tranfports; violence 's blind: 

I know, my leur, at once, is fierce and weak; 

I feel, that 1 deſcend, b. low mylelt ; „ 
Zara can 2e-r juſtly be fuſpected ; 

Her ſwe tnels was not furm'd to cover treaſon : 

Vet, Oſ nau muſt not ituop to woman's follies. 

Their tas, complain, regrets, and reconcilements, 
With all their ight, capricious, roll of changes, 

Are arts. tho v gur, to be try'd on me. 

It wou'd become ms. better, to refume 

The empire of my will: --Rather than fall 

Beneath wyfſ-:t, I mut, huw dear fſocer 

ſt eoits me, rife —til] 1 lool down on Tara! 
Angy but mark mice then feragho GOUIS 
Api ih al cnittians, be thev, henceforiÞ, ſhut, 
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it Save | done, mit te vn! thy rage to move, 
$442 if.ouliflt frok inc Camwn, lo lo, to love? 
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Zara, Selim? 
Selma. | 
AY: m4 lam, how, at Once. [4 Frieve pour fate, | 
And, tow admire your virtue !---Herwen permits, | 


And ee will give you ſtrength, to bear misfortune; 
To break thee chains, » ſtrong, ar wy yet, ſo dear. 
Za. Oh: that 1 aculd ſup; ort the fatal ſtruggle! 
Sel. Th' eternal aids your weakneſs, ſees your will; 
Dire > your purpoſe, and rew:rds Your ſorrow 8, 
Za. Never had wretch more cauſe, to hope, he does. 
Hel. What! tho' you here, no more, behold your 
father 
There is a father to be found, above, 
W ho can reitore that father to his danghter, 
Za. But 1 have planted pain, in O:man's boſom : 
He loves me, ev'n to death !---and I reward him, 
With anguiſh, and defpair :---How baſe; how cruel! 
But | deſery? q tim not, I ſhou d have been 
Too happy, and tre kad of heaven rexell's me 
II. Wh: ab will you then, repret the gl. rious sloſs, 
And hazard, thus, æ vict' ry, bravely won > 
Za. * an vie tory ! ng ho duſt not know, 
1 This love, 10 pO' * ful, t 11S ſc e 05 ay life, 
i his rſt, be it ho Pe Ot earthly Ee 41 penn ©! 5 
Is, yet, leſs oy ful, in my heart, Hen heaven! 
To him, who made that teart, F otter it: 
T ere, there, I ſacrifice my blee ung paihon: 
I Oy b. tore num, ev ry guilty t-.4r 
I bes bim, to . the Pak 1p. boa. 
Ang fl with his wn image, 111 my foul; 
But, while 1 weep, and ſigh, repent, and pray, 
Remembrance brings the ol ject of my love, 
And ty light inlunon ſioats before him. 
I fee, I heir hin 5 and, „gin, he ct iy 
Fills my plad ſuul, an flines, *rwixt me, and heay'a! 
OH all ye 107 0 41 ance ſtors! Ot, farker! 
Mother! you coriitians, and the @ ritians God! 
You, who deprive me of this gen ious lover! 


It 
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If you permit me not to live for him, 
Let me not live at all, and I am bleſs'd: 
Let me die, innocent; let his dear hand 
Cloſe the fd eyes of her, he ſtoop'd to love, 
And 1 acquit my tate, and at}. no more. 
But he forgives me not---regardleſs, now, 
Whether, or how, | live, or, when I die. 
He quits me, ſcorns me---and 1 yet live on, 
And talk of death, as diſtant.---- 
Sel. Ah! deſpair not, 
Truſt your eternal helper, and be happy 
Za. Why----what has Oſman done, that he, too, 
ſhou'd not ? 
Has heaven, ſo nobly, form'd his heart, to hate it? 
Gen'rous, and juſt, beneficent, and brave, 
Were he but chriſtian--- What can man be more? 
I wiſh, m-chinks, this reverend prieſt were come, 
To tree me from theſe doubts, which ſhake my foul: 
Yer, know not, why I ſhould not dare to hope, 
That heav'n, whoſe mercy all confeſs, and tee], 
Will pardon, and approve, the alliance wiſh'd: , 
Perhaps, it ſeats me on the throne of Syria, 
To tax my pow'r, for theſe good chriſtians comfort: 
Thou know ſt the mighty Saladine, who, firſt, 
Conquer'd this empire, from my father's race, 
Who, like my Oſman, charm'd th' admiring world, 
Drew breath, tho' Syrian, from a chriſtian mother, 
Sel, What mean you, madam! Ah: you do not 
ſce SDGHSOD 
Za. Yes, yes---I fee it all; I am not blind: 
I ſee my country, and my race, condemn me; 
I fee, that, ſpite of all, 1 i love Oſman. 
What! it I, now, go throw me at his feet, 
And teil him, there, ſincerely, what I am. 
Hl. Confider--- that might coſt your brother's life, 
Expole the chriſtians, and betray you all. 
Za. Yon do not know the noble heart of Oſman. 
Hel. I know him the protector of a faith, 
Sworn enemy to ours z----T he more he loves, 
T he leſs will he permit you, to profeſs 
Opinions, which he hates: co-night, the prieſt, 
In private, introduc'd, attends yon, here 
You promis'd him adraiflion-»-- 
7.a. Wou'd I had not! 
I promis'd, too, to keep this fatal ſecret; 
My tather's urg'd command requir'd it, twice; 
] muſe 


— 


. 33 


I muſt obey, all dangerous, as it is: 
Compell'd to filence, Ofman is enrag'd, 
Suſpicion follows, and 1 loſe his love. 


Enter Oſman. 


Of. Madam! there was a time, when my charm'd 
heart 
Made it a virtue, to be loſt, in love; 
When, without bluſhing, I indulg'd my flame 
And ev'ry day, ftill, wade you dearer to me. 
You taught me, madam, to believe, my love 
Rewarded, and return“ nor was that hope, 
Methinks, too bold for reaſon : emperors, 
W ho chuſe to figh, devoted, at the feet 
Ot beauties, whom the world conceive their flaves, 
Have fortune's claim, at leaſt, to ſure ſucceſs : 
But, 'twere prophane to think of pow'r, in love. 
Dear, as my paſſion makes you, I decline 
Poſſeſſion of her charms, whoſe heart's another's ; 
You will not find me a weak, jealous, lover, 
By coarſe reproaches giving pain to you, 
And ſhaming my own greatneſs—wounded deeply, 
Vet ſhunning, and diſdaining, low complaint, 
come to tell you 
Za. Give my trembling heart 
A moment's reſpite— 
Of. That nnwilling coldneſs 
Is the juſt prize of your capricious lightneſs; 
Your ready arts may ſpare the fruitleſs pains, 
Of colouring deceit with fair pretences ; 
I would nut with to hear your flight excuſes; 
I cheriith ignorance, to ſave my bluſhes. 
Oſman, in ev'ry trial, ſhall remember, 
Tha! he is emperor—W hate'er I ſuffer, 
Tis due to honour, that | give up you, 
And, to my injur'd boſom, take deſpair, 
Rather than, ſhamefully, poſſeſs you, fighing, 
Convinc'd. thoſe ſighs were, never, meant ter me — 
Go, madam-—you are free — from Otman's pow r= , 
Expect no wrongs, but ſce his face no more. 
Za, At laſt, tis come—-the fear'd, the muri g 
monient ; 
Is come—and I am curs'd by earth and heaven ! 


[Throws herſelf on the ground, 


It 
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If it is true, that Jam lov'd no more; 
If you— 

Of. It is too true, my fame requires it; 
It is too true, that I, unwilling, leave you: 
That J, at once, renounce you, and adore— 
Zara '—you weep! 

Za. It | am doom'd to loſe you, 

If I miſt wander o'er an empty world, 
Unloving, and unlov'd—Oh ! yet, do juſtice 
To the afflited—do not wrong me doubly : 
Puniſh me, if 'tis needful to your peace, 
But ſay not, I deſerv'd it—T his, at leaſt, 


Believe for, not the greatneſs of your ſoul 


Is truth, more pure, and ſacred---no regret 
Can touch my bleeding heart, for I have loſt 
The rank, of her, you raiſe to ſhare your throne : 
I know, I never ought to have been there; 
My fate, and my defects require, I loſe you: 
But ah ! my heart was, never, known to Oſman, 
May heaven, that puniſhes, for ever hate me, 
It I regret the loſs of aught, but you. 

/. Riſe---riſe--- This means not love! 

[Raiſes her: 

Za. Strike Strike me, heaven! 

Of. What! is it love, to force yourſelf to wound 
The heart, you wiſh to gladden ?*—But I find, 
Lovers leaſt know themſelves; tor, I believ'd, 
That I had taken back the power I gave you; 
Yet, ſee !—you did but weep, and have reſum'd me! 
Proud, as I am—1 muſt confeſs, one with 
Evades my power---the blefling to eg you 
Zara---Thy tears were form'd to teach diſdain, 
That ſoftneſs can diſarm it.—'Tis decreed, 
J muſt, for ever, love---but, from What cauſe, 
It thy conſenting heart partakes my fires, 
Art thou te luctant to a bY ffing, meant me? 
Speak! is it Jevity----or, is it fear? 
Fear of a power, that, but for blefling thee, 
Had, without joy, been paintul.---Is it artifice ? 
Oh! ſpare the needleſs pains---Art was not made 
For Zara ;---Art, however innocent, 
Looks like deceiving---I abhorr'd it ever, 

Za. Alas! I have no art, not ev'n enough, 
To hide this love, and this diſtreſs, you give me, 

/. New riddles! Speak with plaimmeis to my foul; 
What can'ſt thou mean? 


Za. 


. bs 


Za. I have no power to ſpeak it. 

Of. Is it ſome ſecret, dangerous to my ſtate ? 
Is it fome chriſtian plot, grown ripe againſt me ? 

Za. Lives there a wretch, ſo vile, as o betray you! 
Oſman is bleſs'd, beyond the reach of tear ; 

Fears, and misfortunes, threaten only Zara, . 

Of. Why threaten Zara ? 

Za. Permit me, at your feet, 

Thus, trembling, to beſeech a favour from yen, 

Of. A tavour !---Oh; you guide the will of Oſman, 

Za. Ah! woud to heaven, our duties were united, 
Firm, as our thoughts and wiſhes !---But this day, 
But this one ſad, unhappy day, permit me, 

Alone, and far-divided, trom your eye, 

To cover my diſtreſs; left you, too tender, 

Shou'd ſee, and ſhare ic with me---trom to-morrow, 

I will not have a thought, conceal'd trom you. 

Of. What ſtrange difquiet! from ee ſtranger 

cauſe? 

Za. If I am, really, -bleſs'd with Oſman's love, 
He will not, then, refuſe this humble prayer. 

Of. It it muſt be, it muſt.---Be pleas d- -my will 
Takes purpoſe, from pou wiſhes ;---and, conſent 
Depends not on my choice, but your decree : 
Go---but remember, how he loves, who thus, 

Finds a delight in pain, becauſe you give it. 
Za. It gives me more than pain, to make you feel it. 
Of. And---can you, Zara, leave me? 


Za. Alas! my lord [Exit Zara. 
Of, [ Alone.) It ſhou'd be, yet, methinks, too ſoon 
to fly me ä 


Too ſoon, as yet, to wrong my eaſy faith; 

The more I think, the leſs I can conceive, 

What hidden cauſe ſhou'd raiſe ſuch ſtrange deſpair ! 
Now, when her hopes have wings, and ev'ty wiſh 
Is courted to be lively !---W hen love, 

And joy, and empire, preſs her to their boſom: 
When, not alone belov'd, but, ev'n, a lover: 
Profeſſing, and accepting, dleſs' d, and blefling : 
To ſee her eyes, through tears, ſhine myſtic love! 
'Tis madneſs! and I were unworthy power, 

To ſiffer, longer, the capricious inſult ! 

Yet, was I blamelefs ? No- -I was too raſh ; 

I have felt jealouſy, and ſpoke it, to her; 

I have diſtruſted her---and ſtill ſhe loves: 

Gen'rous attonement, that ! and 'tis my duty 


Teo 
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Jo expatiate, by a length of ſoft indulgence, 


The tranſports ot a rage, which, ſtill, was love. 

Hencetorth, I, never, will ſuſpe&t her falſe ; 
ature's plain power of charming dwells about her, 

And innocence gives force to ev'ry word: 

I owe full confidence to all, ſhe looks, 

For, in her eye, ſhines truth, and ev'ry beam 

Shoots confirmation round her:---I remark'd, 

Ev'n, while ſhe wept, her ſoul, a thouſand times, 

Sprung to her lips, and long'd to leap to mine, 

With honeſt, ardent, utt'rance of her love 

Who can poſſeſs a heart, ſo low, fo baſe, 

To look ſuch tenderneſs, and yet have none? 


Enter Melidor, with Oraſmin. 


Mel. This letter, great diſpoſer of the world! 
Addreſs'd to Zara, and, in private, brought, 
Your taithtul guards, this moment, intercepted, 
And, humbly, offer, to your ſovereign eye. 
Of. Come nearer; give it me - -To Zara.---Riſe ! 
Bring it with ſpeed--Shame on your flatt' ring di ſtance 
[ Advancing, and ſnatching the letter. 
Be honeſt--- and approach me, like a ſubject, 
W ho ſerves the prince, yet, not forgets the man, 
Mel. One of the chriſtian laves, whom, late, your 
bounty 
Releas'd from bondage, ſought, with heedful guile, 
U nnotic'd, to deliver it Diſcover,'d 
He waits, in chains, his doom from your decree. 
Of. Leave me- -I tremble, as it ſomething fatal, 
Were meant me, from this letter- -ſhou'd I read it? 
Oraſ. Who knows, but it contains ſome happy 
truth, 7 
That may remove all doubts, and calm your heart ? 
Of. Be it, as 'twill---it ſhall be read---my hands 
Have apprehenſion, that outreaches mine! 
Why thou'd they tremble, thus ?--'Tis done--and now, 
[ Opens the letter, 
Fate, be thy call obey'd---Oraſmin, mark 


«+ There is a ſecret paſſage, tow'rd tke moſque, 

«+ Fhat way, you might eſcape ; and unperceiv'd, 

„Fly your obſervers, and fulfill our hope; 

* Deſpiſe the danger, and depend on me, 
Who wait you, but to die, if you deceive.” 


Hell! 
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Hell! tortures! death! and Woman !-. what? Oraſmin £ 
Are we awake? heard'ſt thou? can this be Zara? 
Oraſ. Wou'd I had loſt all fenfe---tur What 1 keare 
Has coyer'd iny aitticte4 heart with horror! 
Of. Thou ſee'ſt how I am treated? 
Oraſ. Monſtrous treaton ! 
To an affront, like this, you cannot nniſt not- 
Remain inſenfible---Y ou, who, but now, 
From the moſt ſlight ſuſpicion, telt ſuch pain, 
Mutt in the horror of ſo black a guilt, 
Find an effectual cure, and baniſh love. 
Of. Seek her this inftam---go---Oraſmin, fly--- 
| Shew her this letter---bid her read, and tremble: 
Then, in the rifing hocrors of her guilt, 
Stab her unfaithtul breaſt---and let her die. 
Say, while thou ftrik t---Stay, ſtay---return and pity 
me : 
I will think, f6rſt, a moment--Let that chriſtian 
Be, ſtreight, contronted with her—Stay—1I will, 
| I will—l1 know not Wwhat —Wou'd | were dend! 
Wou'd, I had dy'd, unconſcious of this ſhame ! 6 
Oraſ. Never did prince receive ſo bold a wrong, 
,. See! hwe, detected, this inferna] ſecret! 
This fountain ot her tears, which my weak heart 
| Miſtook for marks of tenderneſs and pain! 
Why! what a reach has woman, to deceive! 
Under how fine a veil, of grief, and fear, 
Did ſhe propoſe retirement, 'till to-morrow |! 
And I, blind dotard ! gave the fool's conſent, 
Sooth'd her, and ſuffer d her to go !|—She parted, 
Diſſolv'd in tears; and parted to betray me | { 
- Oraſ. Reflection ſerves but to confirm her guilt: 
At length, reſume yowlſelt; awaken thought; 
Aﬀert your nevi + and reſolve, like Oman. 
/. Nereſtan, wo— Was this the baſted hunovr 
Ol that proud chriſtian? whom þeruſalem 
Grew loud, in praiting ! whoſe hail-envy'd viitve 
| wonder'd at, myſelt! and felt diſdain, 
To be but, equal, to a chriſtian's greatueſs! 
And dues he thank me thus—baſe infde] ! 
Honeſt, pretending, pious, praying, villain ! 
Yet, Zara is, a ihuuſand times, more baſe, 
More hypocrite, than he !—a flave! a wreich ! 
So low, ip loſt, that, ev'n the vileſt laboms, 
In which he lay, condemn'd, could never Luk him, 
Beneath his native infamy—Did {he aw know, 


a 
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\V hat I have done, what ſuffer'd—for her fake? 
Oraſ. Cou'd you, my gracious lord! forgive my teal, 
You wou'd— 
Of. I know it—Thou art right—T'll ſee her- 
Utax ber, in thy preſence I'll vpbraid her 
I'll let her learn---Go---tind, and bring her, to me, 
Qraſ. Alas! my lord, diſorder d as you are, 


Mat can y. u with to ſav ? 


Of 1 know not, now: 
But I re ſolve to fee Ler—leſt ſhe think, 
Her talſtod has, perhaps, the power to grieve me. 

Oraſ. Believe me, {:r, your chreat'nings, your com- 

; laints, 
W hat will they all f roduce, but Zara's tears, 
10 quench this tancy'd anger! your loſt heart, 
ceduc'd, againit ulclt, will fearch but reaſons, 
To juftit y the guilt, which gives it pain: 
Rather conceal, trum Lara, this diſcovery : 
And let ſome truſty Nlave convey the letter, 
Keclos d, to her own hand—then, ſhall you learn, 
Spice of her frauds, dilgui e, and artifice, 
Thc f:mneſs, or abaſement, of her ſoul, 

Of. i hy, counſel charms me! we'll abont it, now: 
Till be lome recompence, at leaſt, to fee 
Her bluſhes, when deteQed.--- 

Ora/. Oh! my lord, 
doubt you, in the trial—for, your heart--- 

%, Diſtruſt me not---my love, indeed, is weak, 
But, honour, and diſdain, more ſtrong than Zara: 
He-re, take this fatal letter--chuſe a tlave, 

\v hom, yet, the never ſaw, and who retains 

His iry'd tidelicy—Diſpatch---be gone--- 
| [Exit Oraſinin. 
Now, Whicher ſhall I turn my eyes, and ſteps, 

The lureſt way, to ſhun her; and give time 

For this cijcovering trial ?---Heav'n! ſhe's here! 


Enter Tara. 


So, macam ! fortune will belticnd my cauſe, 
Aud tree me from your feiters :--- Y ou are met, 
Miuk aptly, to diſpel] a new-risn doubt, 
'F hat claims the fineſt of your arts, to gloſs it. 
Unhappy, each, hy other, it is time, 
To en our mutual pain, that both may reſt: 
You wan! not generofity, but love: 
My pride forgotten, my obtruded throne, 
» ,.44 9 | TI My 


, 5% Bs Meas © is 
My favours, cares, reſpect, and tenderneſs, | 
Touching your'gratitude, provok d regard j 
"Till by a length of beneßts, betic gd, 

Your keen ſubmitted, and you thought 'twas love; 
But, you deceiv'd yourſolf, and injur'd me. 

There is, I'm told, an object, more de erving 

Your love, than Oſman---I wou'd know his name: 
Be juſt, nor trifle with my anger: tell me, 

Now, while expiring pity ſtruggles, faint; 
While I have yet, perhaps, the power to pardon : 
Give up the bold invader of my claim, 

And let him die, to fave thee-:-Thou art known ; 
Think, and reſolve- While I yet ſp:ak, renounce him; 
While yet the thunder rolls, tuſpended, ftav it; 

Let thy voice charm me, and recall my ſoul, 

J hat turns, averſe, and dwells no more on Zara. 

Za. C:n it be Oſman, ſpeaks? and fpeaks to Zara? 
Learn, cruel! learn, that this afflicted heart, 

This heart, which heaven delights to prove, by torture, 
Did it not love, has pride, and pow'r, to ſhun yo: 
Alas! yon will not know me! What have I 

To fear, but that unhappy love, you queſtion ? 
That love, which, only, cou'd outweigh the ſhame, 
I feel, while I deſcend, to weep my wrongs. | 

I know not, whether heaven, that frowns upon me, 
Has deſtin'd my unhappy days for your's ; 

But, be my fate, or bleſs'd, or curs'd, I ſyear, 

By honour, dearer ev'n than life, or love, 

Cou'd Zara be but miſtreſs of herſelf, 

She wou'd, with cold regard, look down on kings 
And you alone excepted, fiy 'em all : 

Wou'd you learn more, and open ail my keart ? 
Know then, that, ſpite of this ren2w'd jnjuſtice, 

I do not—cannot ---with to love you leſs: 

That, long before you Jook'd fo — as Zara, 

She gave her heart to Oſman--- Yours, before 

Your benefits had bought her, or your eye 

Had thrown diſtinction round her; never had, 

Nor ever will acknowledge, other lover.--- 

And, to this ſacred truth, atteſting heaven ! 

I call thy dreadful notice! If my heart | 
Deſerves reproach, tis for, but not from Oſinan. 

Of. What! does ſhe, yet, preſ me to ſwear fincerity ! 
Oh' boldneſs of unbluthing perjury ! 

Had I not ſeen, had I nut read, ſuch proof, 
Other light falſhos2, us extinguiſh'&doubr, | 
D I cou'd- 
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I ce u'd not be a man, and, not believe her. | I 


AA Alus! By lord, what wel. fears have ſeiz'd 
vob? 
W Eat, harth, myfterjous, words \ were thoſe, I heard? 
. (ff VV hit fears ſhould, Oſman feel, ance Z 12 loves 
mn, Tim? 
Za. I canhot livt e, and anſwer to your voice, 
In that reproachtul, tone !-- Your angry eye 


tr-mbles with fury, while you talk of love. 
o Since.Zira loves him! 


. is it poli ble, 
„n Could difbelieve it ?--- Again, again 
Yi ur late re; ented violence returns; 
*. . what killing row. ns you dart againſt me 
Eni be kind? can it be juſt, to doubt me? 
. No- -I can doubt no longer -- You may retire. 


82 


Exit Zara. 


Re-enter Oraſmin. 


Oraſmin! fhe's perßdious, ev'n beyond 

Her ſex's undi ſcover'd power of ſeeming : 

She's at the topmoit PoLat of ſhame lc fs aräſſce; 

An expreſs, ut dect;v: 2 Soft, and caſy, 

Dcttroy ing li iKe a plague, in calm trapg julity ; „ re 
She's zundcent, ſhe iwerre---So is the fire; 

it ſhines, in harmleſs diſtance, bright and pleaſing, 
Conſuming nothing, till It, fr, embracese-- 

Say ? haft thou chos n A Ul ve 5 Is he inſtructed? 


Hatte to detect ber vilene!s, and my wrongs. 


Or, J. Fun: al, i have je thor d ycur whole commar; 
„ Fave you arm, my lord, your inſur'd beatt, 

\\ } 5. cold 7 and indiff rence * Can \ On he ar, 

£43 painyets ard unnov'd, the falſe one's ſhame” 

. 2 1 nin! 1 agore ber, me re than ever | 

Cra. My zerd! my ee torb' dit, heaven! 

* j have diſcern'd a gleam of diſtant bo de; 

This Eateful clrifign, the light growth of France, 

Proud, young, vai, amorous, conceited, rath, 

Has miſconceiv'd ſome charitable glance, 

And nide'd it love, in Zwa: Hey atone, 

Then, bas fended me---1s it her fault, 

If thoſe, ſhe ch arms, are indiſcreet and dariry ? 

aru, perhaps, e cted not this letter; — 


% 
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Has thrown her welcome ſhadows o'er the palace; 
When vhis Nereſton, ' this ungratetul chriſtian, 
Shall lurk, in expeRation, near our walls, 19 
Be watchful, that our guards ſurprize, and ſeize him; 
Then, bound in fetters, and o'erwhelm'd with ſhame, 
Conduct the daring traitor to my preſence; 

But above all, be ſure, you hurt not Zara: 

Mindtul to what ſupreme exceſs | love. 

I feel, I muſt cr 5 a kind of ſhame, 

And bluſh, at my own tenderneſs ;—but, faith, 
Howe'er it ſeems deceiv'd, were weak, as | am, 

Cou'd it admit diftruſt, to blot its face, | 
And give appearance way, till proof takes place. 


End of the FouxTa Acr. 


. Pen INCEST Db SL SS 
Av TV. 6CENE ip 
Zara, Selima. 


Za. 8 OO TH me, no longer, with this vain deſite; 
To a recluſe, like me, who dares, henceforth, 

Preſume admifhon !—the Seraglio's ſhut--- 

Barr'd, and unpaſſable—as death, to time 

My brother ne'er muſt hope to ſce me, more :--- - 

How now! what unknown flave accoſts us, here! 


Enter Melidor. 


Mel. This letter, truſted to my hands, receive, 
In ſecret witneſs, I am, wholly, yours. 
Zara reads the letter, 
Sel, [ Aſide.] Thou, everlaſting ruler of the world! 
Shed thy wiſh'd mercy on our hopeleſs tears; 
Redeem us trom the Ae of hated inkdels, -. 
And ſave my princeſs trom the breaft of Oſman. 
Za. I with, my friend, the comfort of your counſel. ' 
Sel, Retire--you ſhall be call'd---wait near--go, leave 


us [Exit Melidor. 
Za. Readthis—and tell me, what 1 ought to an- 
ſwer ? | | 


For I would gladly hear my brother's voice. 
Sel. Say rather, you wou'd hear the voice of heav'n. 
'Tis not your brother, calls you, but your Goc: 
Za. 1 know it, nor reſiſt his awful will; 
Thou know ſt that, I * bound my ſoul, by oath ; 
: 3 


But, 


3 „ 
Eut, can ] - WER ]---to engage myſalk, 
Mu brother, mid the chtiſtiaus in this danger? 


Sel, Lis not their danger, that alirms your tear ; 


. ; O , : os 
Your love {;eaks loudeſt, 10 your ſhrinking joul; 


I knew your heart, of ſtrength, to hazard all, 
But, it has Jet in traitors, who ſurrender, 

On poor pretence of fatety :---Learn, at leaft, 
To underſtand the weakneſs that deceives you : 
You tremble to offend your haughty lover. 


Wnom wrenps, and outage, but endear tte more; 


. dd » * 
Ves you are blind to Oſman's cruel nature, 


That Tartar's ßerceneſs, that obſcures his bounties : 


This tiger, ſavage, in his tenderneſs, 


Courts, with contempt, and threatens, amidſt fouftneſs; 


Yet, cannot your neglected heart eſtace 
His tated, fx d impreſſion ! 

Za. What reproach 
Can I, with juſtice, make him? -I, indeed, 
Have given him cate to hate me 
Was not his throne, was not his temple, reaiy ? 
Did not he court his ſlave, to be aqueen ? 
And have not I declin'd i? ', who ovgtt 
To tremble, conſcious of affromed power! 
Have not I triumph'd o'er bis prive, and love? 
Seen him ſubmit his own high will, to mine? 
And ſacrifce kis wiſhes, to my weakneſs * 


Se). Talk we, no more, of this unhapry paſſion: 


What reſolution will your virtue take; 


Za. All things combine, to fink me to def, air: 


From the S-ragiio, death, alone, will free me. 
I long to ſee the chtiſtians happy climes; 
Yet, in the moment, while I form that prayer, 
I figh a ſecret wiſh, to languith, here: 

How fad a ftate is mine! my reſtleſs foul 

All ign'rant, what to do, or what to wiſh! 
My only perfect ſenſe is, that of pain. 

© guardian heav'n! protect my brother's life : 
For I will meet bim, and fulfilt his prayer. 
Then, when, from Solyma's antriendiy walle, 
His abſence ſhall unbiod his ſiſter's tongue, 
Oſman ſha!) learn the ſecret of my birth, 

My tiaih unſhaken, and my deathleſs love; 
He will approve my choice, and pity me, 

t'2! fend my brother word, he may expect me : 
Call in the faithful flave—God of my fat ers! 


[Leit Selims. 


Let thy hand ſave me, and thy will direct. 


Nie 
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Enter Sclima, and Melidor. . 


Ge---tell the chiiſtian, who inttuſted thee, 
That Zara's heart is fix d, nor ſhrinks at danger; 
And, that my taithtul triend will, at be hour, 
Expect, and introduce him, to his with. 
Away---the Sultan comes; he mult nat find us. 
[ Exeunt Zara and Sel: ira * 


Euter Oſman, and Oraimin. 


Of. Switter, ye hours, move on; my fury glows 
Impatient, aug v-ou'd puſh the wheels of time: F 
How now | whit meſſage doſt thou bring ® ſpeak boldly-- 
W hat anſwer gave ſhe, to the letter, ſent her? 

Mel. She bluſh'd, and trembled, and grew pale, and 

ausd;- : 
Then bluſh'd, ind read it; and, again, grew pale; 
And wept, and ſmil d, ana doubted, and reſolv'd: 
For, alter all this race of vary'd p: .ffions, 
When the had ſent me out, and call'4 me back, 
Tell him (the cr d) who nas intruſted thee, 
T hat Zara s heart is Hx d, nor ſhrinks at danger; 
And, that wy faithful triend will, at the hour, 
Expect, and introduce him, to his walk. | 
. Euough---be rone---l have no ear for more.--- 
{Ts the laue. 
Leave me, thou, too, Oraſmin.— Leave me lite, 
[Ts Orafin, 
For, ev'ry mortal aſpect moves my hate: 
Leave me, to my diftractioa—l grow mad, 
And cannot bear ihe viſage ot a trien 
Leave me, to rage, d:ſpair, ani 8 and wrongs; 
Leave me, to ſcek myſelt---and thun mankud, 
[ Alone. | 

Who am [?---Heav'n! W ho ain I? What reſolve. ly 
Zara! Nereftan | Sound theſe words, lie names 
Decreed to join —Why paule | — Fer th Zara: — 
W ou'd, | cou'd tear her image trom my neat r= 

' I were happier, not to live, at vil. thats ive 
Her ſcorn, the ſport of an ungrateful talſe one! 


And fink the ſovereige, in 4 90:45 property. 


Re-enter Oraſmin. 


Oraſmin 2 pb turn — cannot bear 
This abſence, irv'n h reiſon: '1 was unkind, 
was crue!, iu obe me, thus diſtreſs'd, 


And wanting"yow'r to think, When L had oft th ge 
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How goes the hour? Has he appear'd? This rival! 
Periſh the ſhameful ſound—This villain chriſtian |! 
Has he appear'd, below ? 
Oraſ. Silent, and dark, 
"TW unbreathing world is huſh'd, as if it heard, 
And lifen'd to your ſorrows, 
Of. O, treach'rous night 
Thou lend'ſt thy ready veil, to ev'ry treaſon, 
And teeming miſchiets thrive, beneath thy ſhade. 
Oraſmin! Frophet ! Reaſon! Truth! and Love! 
After ſich length of benefits, to wrong me! 
How have I over-rated, how miſtaken, 
The merit of her beauty !---Did I not 
Forget I was a monarch? Did I remember, . 
That Zara was a flave I gave up all; 
Gave up tranquilicy, diſtinction, pride, 
And fell, the ſhametul victim of my love! 
Oraſ. Sir! \.vereign | ſultan! my imperial magſter ! 
Refle& on your own greatneſs, and diſdain hos 
1 he diſtant provocation. 
Of. Heard ® thou nothing ? 
Oraſ. My lord! | 
O. A voice, like dying groans ? 
Oraſ. J liſten, but can hear nothing. 
Of. Again !---look out- he comes 
Craſ. Nor tread of mortal foor---nor voice I hear: 
The fti!l Scraglio lies, protoundly plung'd, 
In death-like hlence ! nothing ftirs. --- The air 
Is ſoft, as infants fleep, no breathing wind 
Steals, thio' the ſhaduws, to awaten night. 
/. Horrors, a thouſand times more dark than theſe, 
Benight my ſuff'ring ſoul— Thou doſ not know 
To what exceſs of tenderneſs, 1 lov'd her: 
I knew no happin«ſs, but what ſhe gave me, 
Nor cou'd have felt a mis'ry, but fer Ur: 
Pity this weakneſs—mine are tears, Oraſmin ! 
That fall not oft nor lightly.--- 
Oraſ. Tears !-—On, heaven! 
Of. The firſt, which, ever, yet, unman'd my eyes! 
O! pity Zara—pity me—Oraſmin, 
T }i«ſe 4 torerun the tears of deſtin'd blood. 
Oraſ. Oh, my unhappy lord! —I tremble for you 
O/. Do---tremble at my ſuff'rings, at my love; 
At my revenge, too, tremble— for, tis due, 
And will not be deluded, 
Oraſ. Hark! I hear 


The 


U 


The ſteps of men, along the neighb'ring wall! — 
O/. Fly--—ſeize him tis Nersſtan! wait no chains, 
But, drag him down, to my impatient eye. 
[ Exit Graſinin. 


Enter Zara, and Selima, in the dark. 
ow 


Za. Where art thou, Selima? give me thy hand; 
It is fo dark, T'tremble, as I ſtep, 
Wirh tears, and ſtartings, never felt, 'till now! 
Of. Datunztion! 'tis her voice! the well known 
bound, 
That Ns, ſo otten, charm'd me into baſeneſs! 
Oh! rhe pertdious hypocrite !---ſhe goes, 
To meet the inviting infidel !—now, now, 
[Drawing a dagger. 
Revenge, fland firm, and intercept his wiſh-s :--- 
Revenge! on whom ?—no mitter---earth and heaven 
Weu'd bluth, ſhoi'd 1 forbear: now---Zara, now; 
[ Drops the dagger. 
I muft not-- cannot ſtrike, the ſtarting ſteel, 
Unsilling, fies my hand, and ſhuns to wound her, | 
Za. \ his is the private path-- -come nearcr, cad Me- 
Are we not notic' i, think'ſt thou? 
, Fear not, 'midim; 
It c.nnot, now, be long, ere we ſhall meet him. 
/. That word has giv'n me, back, my ebbing 
rage-- [ Recovers the darger. 
Za. | wilk in terror, and my heart forebod:s : 
Who's there ?---Nereſtan ! is it you *---Oh ! welcome. 
Of, Hathine hey.) | his to thy keart---"Tis not the, 
© traitor meets thee, 
'Tis the betray'd---who wiites it, in thy blood. 
Za. O, gracious heaven! receive my parting ſoul. 
(Dies. 
O/. Soul ?---then revenge has reach'd thee -I will, 
now, 
Haſte, from this fatal place---I cannot leave her! 
W hom did I ſtrike? Was this the act ot love? 
Swallow me, earth l- She's filent---7 ara's dead | 
And ſhould I live, to fee retw ning day, 
' Twill ſhew me but her bloo1 !--- en me, lest joybeſs, 
In 4 wide; empty world, with nothing row 11 me, 
But pen'telice, and Pult ---and, et, "'twas ju t: — 
Hark '—Deftiny dus {ent her lover to me, 
To fill my vengeance, aud reſtore my joy. | 
Enter 


* 
89 0 


N R A. 43 


Enter Oraſmin with Nereſtan. 


Approach, thou wretch! thou more than curs'd! come” 


Near— 

Thou! who, in gratitude, for freedom gain'd, 
Haſt givin me mileries, beyond thy own ! 
Thou heart of hero, with a traitor's ſoul ! 
Go—reap thy due reward, prepare to ſuffer 
W hate'er inventive malice can inflict, 
To make thee feel thy death, and periſh, ſlow, 
Are my commands ohey'd? 

Ora/. All is prepar'd, 


Of. Thy wanton eyes look wund, in ſearch of her, 


W hoſe love, deſcending to a flave, like thee, 
From my diſhonour'd hand, receiv'd her doom. 
See! where ſhe lies— 

Nere/. O, fatal, raſh, miſtake ! 

oY: Doſt thou behold her, ſlave? 

ereſ. Unhappy fifter ! 

O/. Siſter —didſt thou ſay fiſter? If thon did'ft, - 
Blefs me with deafneſs, heaven! 

Nereſ. Tyrant! I didi 
She was my ſiſter—All, that, now, is left thee, 
Diſpa:ch—trom my diſtracted heart, drain, next, 
The remnant of the royal, chriſtian, blood : 
Old Luſignan, expiring, in my arms, 
Sent his too wretched ſon, with his laſt bleſſing, 
To his, now, murder'd daughter !— 
Wou'd | had ſeen the bleeding innocent! 
] wou'd have l:v'd, to ſpeak to her, in death; 
Woi'd haye awaken' in her languid heart, 
A livelicr ſ-nſe of her ab:ndon'd God: 
That God, who, left by her, forſook her, too, 
Aud gave the poor, Joſt, ſuff rer, to thy rage. 

/. Thy ſiſter?— Luſignan, her father —Selima! 
Can this be true — and have I wrong's thee, Zara? 

Sl. Fay love was all the cloud, twixt her, and 


avn' 


O/. Be dumb—for thou art baſe to add diſtraRion, . . 


To my, already, more than bleeding heart: 

And was thy love fincere — What, then, remains? 
Nereſ. Why ſhou'd atyrant heſitate, on murder 

There, now, temains, but mine, of all the blood, 

Which, through thy tather's cruel reign, and thine, 

Has never ceas'd to fiream on Syria's ſands ; 


Reſtore a wretch to his unhappy race; 


Nor 


i 
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Nor hope, that torments, after ſuch a ſcene, 
Can force one feeble groan, to feaſt thy anger, 
I waſte my fruitleſs words, in empty air; 
The tyrant, o'er the bleeding wound, he made, 
Hangs his unmoving eye, and heeds not ine. 

OJ. O, Zara !— 

Oraſ. Alas! my lord, return—whither wou'd grief 
Tranſport your gen'tous heart — This chrift an dog 

O/. Lake off his fet ers, and ubſerve my wil: 
To him, and all his friends, give inſtant liberty: 
Pour a profuſion of the richeſt gifts 
Ou theſe unhappy chriſtians ; aud, when heap'd 
With yary'd benefits, and charg'd with riches, 
Give em ſate conduct to the neareſt port, 

Oraſ. But, fr — 

O. Reply not, but chey.— 
Fly—nor diſpute thy maſter's laſt command, 
Thy prince, who orders—and thy triend, who loves 

thee ! 

Go—loſe no time — farewell be gone and thou! 
Unhappy warrior — yet, leſs loſt, than 1 — G 
Haſte, from our bloody land—and, to thy own, 
Convey this poor, pale, objet of my rage: 
Thy king, and all his chriſtians, when they hear 
Thy miſeries, ſhall mourn em with their tears; 
But, it thou tell'ſt em mine, and tell'ſt em, truly, 
They, who ſhall hate my crime, ſhall pity me. 
Take, too, this poignard with thee, which my hand 
er ſtain'd with blood, far dearer than my own; 

ell 'em—with this, I murder'd her I lov'd; 
The nobleſt, and moR virtuous, among women! 
The ſoul of innocence, and pride of truth! 
Tell em, 1 laid my empire at her feet. 
Tell em, I plung'd my dagger in ker blood; 
Tell em, I ſo ador'd,—and thus reveng'd her. 

| [ Stabs Aim(-!f. 
Rev'rence this hero—and cond! him ſate. [Dies. 

Nereſ. Direct me, great inſpirer of the ſoul! 
How ſhou'd | at, how judge in this cilirefs ? 
Amazing grandeur! and deteſted rage! 
Ev'n I, amidſt my tears, admire this foe, 
And mourn his death, who'liv'd to give me woe. 


End cf the Fr Aer. 


EPILOGUF. 


— — 


EP LOGUT 


H E RK, take a ſurfeit, firs, of being jealous, 
And ſhun the pains, that plague thoſe Turkijb 
jetlows : 
Wherelove and deathjoin hands, their darts confounding, 
Save us, good heav'n! from this new way of wounding ! 
Curd climate ere, to cards, a lone-l-ft woman 
Has only, one «f her black guards, 10 ſummon ! 
Sighs, and i, niop'd, with her tame beaſt to gaze at : 
And, that cold treat, is all the game fbe plays at! 
For he, e ung , ſeme abler hand be trying, 
Poignard's the word! and the fiſt deal is —dying ! 


'Slife! cu d the bloody whim get ground, in Britain, 
Where woman's freedom has ſuch heights, to ſit on 
Daggers, provoł d, wou'd bring on dejolation : 

And, murder'd belles un-pecple half the nation 


Fain wou'd I hope this play to move compaſſion ;,u- 
And live to hunt ſuſpicion out of faſhion.— 
Four motives, ſtrengly recen mend, io lovers, 
Hate of this weaknejs, that cur ſcene diſcovers: 


Firſt then A woman will ar won't—depend on't + 
If Jbe will de't, ſte will :—and, there's an end on't. 
But, if ſhe won't—fince ſafe and ſound your truſt is, 
Fear is affront! : and jealouſy injuſtice. | 

Next,— He who bids his dear do, what fbe pleaſes, 
Blunts wedlock's edge; and, all its torture eaſes : 
For—not to feel your ſuff ring's, is the ſame, 

As no! te ſuffer :—All the diff i ence—name. 


Thirdly—The jealous huſtand wrongs his honour 
No wife voes lame, without ſome hurt upon her : 
And, ihe malicious world will ft Il be gueſſing, 

Who, oft, dines cut, diſlikes her ewn cook's dreſſing, 


Fourthly, and laſily,—!o conclude my lecture, 
If you wou'd fix the incenſtunt wiſe—reſpett her. 
She who perceives her virtues over-rated, 
Will fear to have th account more juſtly fiated : 
And, borr wing, from her pride, tlie good wife':; ſeen.ing, 
Gow really ſuch—to merit your efteeming. 


. 


